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| P R O — 0 . No king can pleaſe kim — and no wife can humble! 


fy” be your generous bearts, to ſpare this 
play ! OY 
Where mirth wwou'd laugh humanity away. : 
Taos thouſand years our tale bas ſhook the tage, 
And mov'd the heart of Greece, fem age to age: 
E'en Alexander wept our queen's deſpair, 
And the world's conqu rer ſat conguer d there. 
What reach of taſte could Attic pride preſume, 
What flame of courage e er diſtinguiſb d Rome, 
But Britain's ſons may beaſt an equal merit, 
Mau d Britons think and act with Britiſh ſpirit ! 


Ye futtering triflers of an hour ix pra 


Ye fees to tl inking, and ye friends of ſport, 
Forbear to laub, <when penſiwely diftreſs'd ; 
Sigbs in. ven circle, ſawell the beauteous breaſt, 
Ckerms to the faireſt face, ſofi ſorrow lends ; 
Pity and innocence are boſom friends ! 

Au when deep anguiſh ſhakes a feeling mind, 
Hoo muſt it ach when witlings ſneer behind ? 


Nor dream, ye gay, that only mirth ſpon'd pleaſe, 
No ſprightiy toit e er laugh'd off life's diſeaſe. | 
' Experience tells us, foon er late comes care, 


And be wwho flies from thought <vill mect deſpair. 


Ladies, be firm to paſfion's tendereſt claim; 
Sighs are loves breezes, and will fan the flame. 
Laughing gatlants may promiſe merry limes, 
But laughing huſeand; make you weeping WIVES. 
: They wwhoſe exon hearts can fecl will treat yours beſt ; 
Ard he give pain, that thinks it but a jeſt. 
Nobly weep out, nor let an ill-tim d blufþ 
Keep back the firuggling tear that longs to guſp. 
All that are wiſe and brave, by nature know, 
*Tis virtues mark, to weep at others Woes 


LS 


E P IL O Gu E. 


* glad, with all ny heart, I've ſrap'd my wed- 
ding ä 
Glad! cry the maids 
ſpreading ! 


Heaven keep ſuch joy from 


Marriage ( ou things J] don't move their bear;s ſo ö 


coldiy: 

*Tis a dark * they own---but, love jumps boldly.--- 
Fair fail th' advent'rers! I'm no buſband-bater.--- 
Only be wwarn'd by me, and zwed no traitor. 


Sick to the ſoul, be Heaven bis hind phyſician ! 
Earth's —_ drugs are I:ft, pon ambition. 

All Warwick-lane fall: ſport :--and, to my know!edge, 
No cure is hep d fer, in our female college. 


Shun plotting heads, dear ladies !--- A!l miſcarries 


When one, tbo hums and baws, at midnight marrics, 


Better, plain, denonright dunce---no dream purſuing ; 


One, that means bluntly---and knoxvs cf he's doing! 
Not bim, wwh+fe ſactious mind, cut-fearing pleaſure, 
Is ftill moſt buſy---whben his wife's at leiſure. 


Better, a ſportſman, ſound ef wind, and hear!y--- 
Better, Sir Sot---than ſpouſe dry druik, with pariy! 
A tunting buſtand balloxvs---and you bear bim; 
A drunken deary ftag-gers---and you ftleer bim. 
Each--conſcious of bis wie takes care, to make by, 
One way or other---an indulg d partaker. 


But, your ſage, ſaturnine, ambitious lower, 
Keeps no one ſecret, woman wou'd diſcover. 
Stranger at home, he ftrolls abread, for bleſſing : 
Aud holds ⁊c hate er he has not worth poſſeſſing. 
Freedom, and wirth, and health, and joy---deſpiſes! 


And ſcorns all reſt---be,, {6 pro-found-ly wife it 
At length, thank-Heawen ! be dies 


ride bim 5 
And leaves bebind-—ten t bon ſard madmen, like him. 


kind vapour! 


Nee 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
M E N. 


Poliphontes, General ef Mycene. 
Erox, Favourite ef Poliphontes. 
Eumenes, Soz of Merope. 
Euricles, a Lord of Merope's Party. 
Narbas, Fofter Father 10 Eumenes. 


W O M E N. 


Merope, Widew of the late King. 
Iſmene, Daughter of Narbas. 


Chief Prieſt, and other Prieſts. 


Pigin-bunting murm'rer ! born, to growl, and grumble ! 
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SCEN E, an Apartment in the Palace, 
Merope, mourn ful, en a Couch, 


ene, leaning melancholy, below 3 and Attendants, 


ln) EE! where the lone majeſiic mourner weeps;z 
; Leſt, even to muiick's power l- try: ſtrain 
each note, , 
In melody's wide compaſs Happily, 
me change, through ſad to lively, may have force, 
[a trike recovering ſenſe, and wake regard. 
———Firſt, in low ſympathy of ſorrow's ſoftneſs, 
ber dejeQted ſoul- then, ſtart at once 
wells of joy, and ſtorm attention's ear. 
{ Mufic with trumpets. 

[After the muſic Merope riſes, and comes ferward. 

Mer, Let me, when, next, thy too otficious love, 
Fithtul Iſmene, tries the harmonious charm, 
let me, have muſic, ſolemn, all, and flow, 
La-ſuited to my thoughts Mix not for me, 
ho have no power to taſte, ſuch ſprighily notes, 
as they who are more happy, find more ſu eet. 

I'm, Why, when the gods grow gentle, are you ſad ? 
You felt their anger, ſharply---Now they ſmile, 
Lmb:ace their pryffer'd bounty All the lords 
Ut glad Mycene, in full ſenzte met, 
ke meaſures to proclaim you reigning queen: 

You, whom diſtreis but brightens !--ty whoie charms, 
Made aweful by your grief, woes add new majeſty : 

Mer. What, no news yet, of Narbas ? or my fon ? 
1m. Mayit be ſoon !- No prince, of birth like h.s, 
Vicit-e'er conceal'd, can "Icape ſuch jcach un- 
known. 


Mer. WIII ye, at length, ye powers, reward my 
tears? 


Vi ve, at laſt, reſtore Eumenes to me? 
ne yet lives this only remnant heir 
"2 wrong'd mother's miſeries !--- Oh, ſave him. 
1m his dear breaſt, ſtrike wide the murd'rer's 
dagger. 

de not yours? a branch from great Alcides ? 
at, tho' (forget it, and be huſh'd, O faith!) 
* tho" to traitors proſp'rous ſwords, you gave 
er's fatal life---ah, yet! deſert not 

Doge of his form, that fills my ſoul, 

- Dear, tho? he doubtleſs was, and juſtly mourn'd, 

2 vou exclude all ſenſe of bliſs beſide ? 

V lam a mother: with a mother's fears, 
hut, can a mother's fears efface the ſtamp 
dero ſoul, that marks a race like yours ? 

ect, chonhjs infant ſmiles, they dwell, too fix d, 


Too deep, on your touch'd memory !----long years 
i Are paſt, ſince firſt you lot him. 
Mer. Loſt him! nee. 


Broke on my eyes, but brought his image with it. 
Why tell't thou me of time ?——Days, months, 
and years, 

Have grown; but with 'em grew, my pain, to loſe 

Weigh that laſt fatal hint, thy father ſent me. 

Hope, ſoon, ſaid he, to ſee the prince Eumenes, 

Ali you wou'd wiſh :---fear all, from Poliphuntes. 
I/. Witely, you fear him.---But *twere wifer fill, 

So tearing, to prevent him. Hear the ſtates : 

Quit, at their prayer, this regent's name------be 

crown'd : 

And.riſe, indeed the queen they meant to make you, 
Mer. Is not the crown my ſon's ? 
Iſm. A fon, ſo lov'd | 

Shou'd be return, wou'd thanx 

Aer. Periſh the heart, 

That, meanly proud, and poorly ſill'd for ſelf, 

Swells from another's loſſes! 

Iſm. Public intereſt Ineſty! 
Mer. Curſe on all int'reſt, that includes not ho- 

---But, here, ev'n int'reſt brings no plea to tempt me. 

What can a childleſs mother hope, from empire ? 

What has diſtreſs to do, with pomp's vain luſtre ? 

-=-1 ſee the very light of heav'n, with pain. 

Never ſhall ſplendor chear theſe blaſted eyes, 

That faw my bleeding lord, my murder'd childien; 

Saw my friends fall: ſaw men and gods forſake me. 

---O guilt! O perſidy !---O death's dire day! 

Preſent, for ever, to my frighted foul. 

Iſm. Ott have 1 wept---to hear that day's fad tale, 
Mer. 1 hear it now !----Even yet their cries riſe 
round me | 

Save, fave, the king---ſave the poor gaſping princes x 

Save the diſtracted queen !---1 ſcream---1 f 

On every ſide I turn, meet battling crowds ; 

Swords, glitt'ring ſpears, loud ſhouts, and mingled 

» groanings. | . 

Meet, laſt-—-a ſight---beyond all ſenſe of horror ! 

Meet---an expiring huſband's out- ſtretch'd eye, 

Strain'd, with a death-mix'd tenderneſs, on mine 

And ftruggling from his blood, to reach and claſp me. 

Iſm. Patience, O madam, and forget theſe horrors, 

Mer.---There two expiring infant ſuff*rers fell, 

The eldeſt of our loves !---Duteous, in death! 

Croſs the king's breaſt they threw their little bodies, 

And lent their hands weat aid---to fave their father, 

---Only Eumenes---'fcap'd th aſſaſſin's fury. 

Some interpoſing god vouchſaf d to veil him: 


1 


þ 


| 


In twice ſeven dreadful years, no moment's light - 


(him. 


* 
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And 9 who ſcreen'd him then, may once reſtore 
im. f | 

---Narbas, thy wiſe, thy faithful father, bore him 

Far from my fight---to ſome dark ſafe retreat: 

£ Some deſart, barren of diftreſs, and man !* 

8 Enter Euricles. 

Tſm. Madam !— Lord Euricles. 
er. Welcome! What hope? 
Euri. Vain was our ſearch---From Peneus' bank, 
it ſpread, 

O'er vaſt Olympus: far and wide, through Greece, 

Enquiry, lab'ring, loſt its fruitleſs prayer. 

Deſcription cou'd not wake the leaſt idea. 

None — none ever heard of Narbas' name ! 
Mer. Alas! he breathes no more - my ſon is dead. 
Iſm. So, fear makes real every fancied woe. 

--- You've heard, that, on report of this new peace, 

My father guides him, ſecret, to your hopes. 

Euri. Juſt was his caution! Narbas, wiſely loyal, 
Veils his return, and cautiouſly conveys him. 
Narbas knows all his dangers---I, meanwhile, 
Watch,with a guardful eye,theſe murd'rers motions; 
And, with determin'd hand, prepare to ſave him. 

Mer. On faith ſo try'd as thine, even woe leans 

eaſy. 25 

Euri. Doubt but my power's defect: my will finds 
But I have news more threat*ning. { none, 
Ti” aſſembled ſenate vote, in warm debate, 

A conſort in your crown. 

Aer. Preſumptuous care 

You ſhould have call'd it inſult. 

Euri. Words were vains | 
Truch, vnſuſtain'd by power, but fights to fall: 
The partial people roar for Poliphontes : 

And right, and law, and pity, fink before him. 
Mer. Can fortune, then, reduce the great to pity | 

Can kings, in their own realms, contract to ſlaves ? 

Euri. Something mult be reſolv'd, to check their 
= ſpccd. 

Mer. Yes---1 will face theſe lords, of kings, and 
Comets of empire! theſe portentous tars, [law : 


That ſparkle by the fire they ſteal from majeſty ! 


J will go dart truth's hght ning in their eyes, 

And thunder in their cars the rights of thrones. 

I will revive loſt ſenſe of truſt and duty: h 

J will affert their ſov'reign's near return, [ Going, 
Euri. O, heav'n! be wary---- That way, ruin lies. 

Their tyrant leader ſtarts, already fir d, 


By that alarm: and dreams of what he dreads. 


Mer. What can he more---ſo much already done? 
Euri. Jealous of danger, men make haſte in guilr : 
Work, to be ſafe, and hold no means too wicked. 
Mycene, but by faction, freed from faction, 
Claim'd like a conqueſt, he computes his own. 
No tye fo ſacred binds endanger'd valour, 
Where hot ambition ſpurs it---Every rampart 
Gives way before him. Law, corrupted, guards him. 
Wealth dreſſes, poverty attends, pride leads: 


And prieſthood preſſes gods who hate---to ſerve him. 


Mer. I fee th' abyſs before me- Let it be, 
Tf I plunge in, and cruth this Poliphontes, 
*Tis but, to fall for vengeance. 
Turi. Soft !---he comes. | 
[ Exeunt Euricles and Iſmene. 
Mer. Wear for a moment, heart! the veil thou 
Enter Poliphontes. [hat'ſt. 
Pol. Ever in tears, my queen !---lend a long truce 
To fighs; and caſt afide your needleſs ſorrow. 
Shake, from thoſe injur'd eyes, each cloud that dims 
em: | | 
And to the voice of love, vouchſafe your ear. 
You frow Noo—— 
Mer. I do, indeed; and gaze, with horror. 


And, it peace dwells with thee Expe 


6” > © 


Pol. Gaze on---I am no ſtranger to myſelf ; 


Nor to a woman's patſions---I grew grey 


Beneath a weight of winters ſpent in arms. 
I know, time's furrows are no paths to love, 


{1 know it, all---But, wiſdom knows it not. 


--- Weigh not my offer in diſdain's light balance. 
You are the daughter, mother, wife, of kings: 
But the ſtate wants a maſter---What avails 
Vain title, till ſome ſword, like mine, ſupports it ? 
Mer. Bold ſubject, of a king who call'd me wife! 
Dar'ſt thou defame the mem'ry of thy lord, a 
With ſuch audacious hope ?--- Aſpire to me ! 
Me, to ſupplant my child! my heart's whole care: 
Stain his diſhonour'd throne, with guilt and thee ! 
Me, can'f: thou dream ſo baſe, to wed thy lowneſs; 
And crown with empire's wreath a ſoldier's brow ? 
Pol. Soldier? Immortal gods !---who more deſertes 
To govern ſtates, than he who beſt can ſave ? 
He who was, firſt, call'd king, ere that, was ſoldier, 
Great, becauſe brave; and ſcepter'd by his ſword, 
| am above deſcent; and prize no blood. 
Scarce is my own left mine; tis loſt, for glory: 
Spilt in my country's cauſe z in yours, fair ſcorner! 
Take fafety---"tis my gift. Fill half my throne; 
My party calls all mine: love ſhares it yours. 
Mer. Party ? thou fell provoker, of reproach ! 
Party ſhould tremble, where a monarch rules. 
Pol. There will be parties; and there muſt be kings; 
And he, who beſt can curb, was form'd to reign. 


---I, who reveng'd your lord, by right ſucceed him, 


Mer. Succeed him, traitor ?---Has he not a ſon ? 
Gods were his great forefathers---thence his claim, 
Poel. Far other value, bears Mycene's crown. 

Right, to rule men, is now no longer held 

By dull deſcent, like land's low hermitage : 
"Tis the pluck d rruit of toil-- tis the paid price 
Of blood, loſt nobly: and *tis, thence, my due, 

Mer. What haſt thou done, thou wretch, to dare 

ſuch hope ? 

Pol. Bethink you of that day, when theſe proud 

walls 

Bluſh'd with the blood you boaſt, from traitor's 

words. 
Review your helpleſs huſband---ſee your ſons, 
Expiring, round you---Wipe thoſe guſhing eyes. 
And view me, what I was: not, then, too low 
To ſhare your ruffl'd paſons----- Yes: 'twas I, 
From your freed palace chas'd th'o'erwhelming foe; 
Sav'd your Herculean ſceptre, and its queen. 
I, I, repell'd---the woes you could but weep» 
See there my right, my rank, my claim to love. 

Aer. Hear, hear him, Heaven! and give me 

| back my ſon. 

Pol. Yes; let him come, this ſon !---He ſhall © 
Leſſons of glory: taught my arts to reign. [taug"! 
Joy to the blood of Hercules !---I, too, 
Revere: let others dread it, My ambition 
Climbs beyond progeny----To ſpring from gods, 
Is leſs, than mine----who, ike a god, command 

Mer. If thou wouldſt emulate a god, be juſt: 
Man can be brave, too boldly---Rerculcs 
Sav'd many a king---But, did he teal their di44ems 
---Wou'dſt thou reſemble Hercules---Proce& 
Untriended innocence. Aſſert thy prince. 
Reſtore th' unhappy wand' rer to my arms; 
Ceaſe to afflict; and give him to my fondneſt. 
----Thus,. cou'd thy influence move, fo try 4, 

courted, | 
Who knows---for, gratitude has power, like love- 
[Who knows---how far 1 might forget 2 8 
t not 


vt 
So. low — Bent, 1 am ſure, 1 cannot. IIA. 
* 71 2 


I will not bid you hope that I can ſtoo? 


EY ad ww 4 ood 
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Enter Erox. | —The people love her : I, poſſeſſing her, 


rex. Entring, 1 heard her too preſumptuous 
ſcorn, ; 
And wonder'd, at your patience ! walts a king, 
For a weak woman's wiſh, to fix his throne ? 
Greatly and bravely have you clear'd your way 
To the hili's foot: yet, when it courts your climbing, 
Fall back, to figh 3 and ſeek her hand, to lead you | 
Pol. Near, as thou thizk'ſt I ſtand, my warier eye 
Marks, twixt the throne and me, a precipice, 
Where faith or J fall headlong ---D-es not Merope 
Know, lier Lumenes near ?----5hou'd he return, 
Th? nconſtant people wou' with ſhouts receive him, 
And ſmooth his way to empire, o'er my boſom. 
—— Thou know'ft, from proots, moſt time'y in- 
ter-epted, | 
This new voy king returns, and hopes Mycene, 
Ercx. rift your high fortune, and diſdain to 
doubt. | 
Foreſight and flereeneſs are the brave man's gods, 
And his own hand ſupports him, 
Po!. My late order? 
Erex. Twas with a ſilent firmneſs, well obey'd. 
From Elis to Mycene, every road 
I. watch'd, by ſleepleſs warders.—If they come, 
Narbas and he, their gods muſt march before em; 
Or not Alcides' blood could ſcape the ſhedding, 
Your ſoldiers zeal is warm. 
Pol. But is it blind ? 
Erox. It is. None knows his name, whoſe 
lite he waits. 8 
All they have yet been told is, a ſad tale, ö 
Of an old wily traitor, leading with him, 
On murd'rous purpoſe, an aſſaſſin youth, 
Um d by exacted oaths, to ſeek your death. 
Pal. But, what this rumour, of Miſanthus kill'd, 
Before Alcides' temple ?---1s that true? 
Ernx. Too ſure, he fell.---I choſe his truſty arm, 
Join'd with his martial brother's, as moſt fit 
To guard that likelieſt tation 3 where, ſhou!d Narbas 
Dare, with his exile, touch Mycene's border, 
Firſt they wou'd reſt, to beg that godhead's care, 
From whom their race preſumes its proud deſcent, 
Poel. Tias forecaſt worthy of a zeal like thine ; 
Nor cou'd thy care have choſen an abler hand, 
Or one more try'd in blood, than that Miſanthus. 
---"T was he, hou know'ſ, that, faithful to my cauſe, 
On that black night, attending, near Creſphontes, 
Taught the king's ſword, amid the duſk of laughter, 
To pierce its maſter's breaft,---An act, ſo daring, 
Deſerv'd the ſword, tho? three rich gems adorn' d it: 
He had it, and he wore it, for his pains. 
Er:x. Yet at Alcides temple, drew it raſhly, 
And loſt it, with his life, 
Pel. How ſcap'd his brother ? 
Erox, Scar'd out of mem'ry's uſe, all he cou'd 
Was, that the god inſpir'd ſome dreadful form! 
Some more than mortal mo:1ſter ;---and he fled, 
Pal. Vile faſety !---left his brother enreveng's : 
And ſhun's a ſoldier's death. We muſt be watchful. 
Some infelt bodings bid me call this ſtranger, 
ELumenes ; or his friend. 8 
Erex. That ſear was mine: 
Till, on re ſtection that he came, alone, 
It look'd unlikely, Chance it, as it may, 
| Whient'er he this way comes, he comes, to die. 
Po. True, ----Yet I cou'd bave wiſi'd to ſpare 
this crime; | 
But, one fi ſt choſen, the reſt grew neceſſary. 
So fails the ſon. ---- The mother mutt net follow. 
Her, I Nave need of. Marriage mends my reign, 
Her rizh:ful title confecrates ambition; 


[tell me 


Hold her friend too, in dowry.---Erox ! 
Whoſe fate grows cloſe to mine, affift my ſcheme. 
Skill'd how to fpread craft's nets, allure the people. 
Train em, by ev'ry art: poize ev'ry temper, 
Avarice will ſell his ſoul: buy that and mould it; 
Weakneſs will be deluded ; there, grow eloquent. 
Is there a tott'ring faith; grapple it faſt 
By flatt'ry, and profuſely deal my favours. 
Threaten the guilty, Rntertain the gay. 
Frighten the rich. Find wiſhes, for the wanton ; 
And reverence, for the godly. Let none "ſcape thee, 
Dive into hearts: ſourd every nature's bias---- 
And bribe men by their paſſions-- Zut, thele arts, 
Already thine, why waſte I] time to teach thee ! 
Vainly, the ſword ſucceſsful ſcales a throne x 
Since, fortune changing, ſtrength's loſt hope is flown. 
But art, call'd in, attracts reluctant will: 
And, what were loſt by power, is gain'd by ſkill. 

| © [ Exeunts 


4ͤĩ ; 5 
SC EN E, The Palace. 
Emer Merope, Euricles, and Iſmene. 
Mer. IS the world dumb, on my Eumenes' fate! 


Iſm. Calamity, too ſoon, had found a tongue. 
Mer. Has nothing, from the borders, yet beem 
heard ? 


Fur. Nothing, that claims your notice, 
Mer. Who is he, 

This priſoner, I am told, but now, brought guarded? 
| Euri, A raſh young ſtranger, caught with guilty 
; hand 

Red, from the recent marks of ſome new murder. 

Mer. A murder! an unknown !---Whom has he 
kill'd? 

How? and where was it) ——I am fill'd with 

horror, 
Iſm. Oh ! ſenſe too lively, of maternal love ! 

All things alarm your tenderneſs. You hear 

Chance ſpeak ; and take her voice, for that of nature. 
Mer. What is his name? whence came he? 

Why unknown 2 | 8 
Euri, He ſeems, and is, if truth may truft ap- 
peararice, 8 | 

A youth of that ſoft tamp which fortune leaves 
To nature's g-ntleſt care; ſome nymph's Adonis; 
Whoſe eye, might ſooner be ſuppos'd to kill 
Th' unpity'd maid, than his gay ſword the man. 

Mer. Whom (tell me) has he kill'd *f---aniwers 
I' fee him. 1 

Euri, What ſtrange emotion, this. 

Mer. No matter---bring him, 

If I diſcover guilt, tis mine to puniſh: 
If wrong'd, I] owe him mercy. 

Euri. Should he have merit, 

"Tis plac'd fo low, by fortune 

Mer. Fortune's fauits, 

Where merit ſuffers, call on kings, to mend 'em. 


| power ? 
Mer. O, Euricles! look inward : aſk thy heart, 
Be, for a moment, but, this wretch, thyfelf---- 


thec. 


|* ---Beſides, who knows ! be may -Be £11! prompt 


fear. 


And uſurpation whitens into law, 


ting, 


; 


Euri. What can à wretch like this deſetve from $8 
And, then, acquit the power, tha. ſcorn'd to note | 


Perhaps, my troubled mind ſtarts hints too lightly, f 
© Hearts that have every thing to feat, ficht . 


—_—_ yq_—_” , ie ee my 


— — 
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. -Let him be brought.-----T will, myſelf, ex- 
© amine him.“ 
Fuai, Your will muſt be obey'd, 
Mer. Go, my Iſmene ! 
Bid thoſe who guard the pris'ner bring him hither. 
[Exit Iimene. 
Euricles, Hering to go. 
Mer. Stay, Euricles. | Ni #2 
Stay : and partake more terrors---cou'd you think 
Preſs'd by new ſorrows, 1 forget my paſt, lit? 
And have not yet inform'd you---Poliphontes 
Has dar'd demand my hand: dar'd talk of marriage. 
* Euri. Oh, Queen | 
I know his offer inſult ; know, it tains 
Your name: yet, bluſuing, add—---your forc'd 
conlent, 
_ Crown infamouſly neceſſary,----ſtands, 
The ſole, ſafe bar, *twixt all your race, and ruin. 
© Mer. Tis horror, but to think, ſo vile a dream 
© Euri. So thinks the army — the ſenate 


© thinks. ; 
© So, think th' exacting gods — and, ſo---- 
© Mr. The gods ! [fall : 


© Why were they nam'd ?---could they forgive ſuch 

From their own offspring, to a ſon of clay ?' 
Euri. The king, your ſon 
Mer. Ah! name not him.---How, Euricles ! 

How wou'd he thank, my choice of ſuch a father? 

Euri. Princes grow wiſe by ſorrows, He will ſee, 
That hated choice the root of all his ſafety. 

Mer. What, what, have you been telling me? 

Euri. Hard truth: 

Due, from firm loyalty, to weak diſtreſs. 

Mer. Can Euricles then plead for Poliphontes ? 

Euri. 1 know bim guilty ; but I know him raſh: 
Know him refiſtleſs ; know him childleſs, too 
And know you love Eumenes. 

Mer. Loving him, 

How can I chuſe but hate the hand chains him? 
Princes ſhould be above theſe ſe f- ſecurings: 
And born, to live for truth---or die for glory. 
¶ Sies and wweeps, regardleſs of Eumene's entrance. 
Enter Iſmene, Guards, with Eumenes in chains, 

Eum,---[T: Iſmene.] Is that the queen, ſo fam'd 

for mileries ? 

In. It is. ſorrows ! 

um. How ſweetly awefuli !----how adorn'd, by 

I/ſm. Why doſt thou pauſe? the queen admits 

thee nearer. 

Eum. No wonder, fo much fwcncls; fo diſtreſs'd, 
| Mov'd, even ſo greatly diftant---as to me; 

And drew me, from my deſart!-—give me leave 
| To ftand, awhile----- and gaze unmark'd, aid note 
. her. 

----O, ye protecting gods! whatc'er becomes 
O: an abandon'd, nameleis thing, like me, 

Bleſs this fupreme unfortunate 

Jim. Madam the priſoner waits. 

Mer. [ Furning to obſerve Lim. I A murderer, 
this ? 
Come forward, ſtranger. 

--- mien like this, a murd'rer's! Can it be, 

That looks, fo form'd for truth, ſo mark'd for in- 
nocence, 

Cover a cruel heart ?---Come nearer, youth 

Thou art unhappy; bid that fate protect thee : 

And ſpeak, as to an ear that loves the wretched, 

Anſwer me now: Whoſe was the blood thou ſhed'ſt? 

Eum. O, queen !---Yet---tor a moment---ſpare | 

my tongue. | 

Aer. Nurder, and modeſty !----whence all this 

mame? 


O ER 
| Eum. Reſpect, confulion, ſomething here un- 
nam'd, 
And never felt, till now-<-have bound my tongue, 
But---oh ! do juſtice to your power io ſhake me; 
And, let not hefitation—pats—for guitc, 
Mer. Go on. Who was he, whom, I'm told, 
thou had'ſt kill'd ? 
Eum, One, who with wrongs, and inſult, urg'd 
my raſhneſs, 
Young blood takes fire too aptly, 
Mer. Young | was he young? 
Ice, at my conſclous heart, were Warm--=Compar 'd 
With what he chills my ſoul with !---Did'{t thou 
know him? 
Fum. 1 did not, All ee s earth, and air, 
Her cities, and her ſons, are new, to me. 
Mer. What, was he arm'd, this young affaulter? 
came he 
With malice ; or for robbery ? Be of comfort. 
If he attack'd thee, thy defence was neceſſary ; 
And fad neceflity makes all things juſt. 
Eum, Heaven is my witnels, I provok's him not. 
"Tis not in valour's with, to offer inſult : 
And ſure! it is no crime, to check it, offer'd 
Mer. On, then---relate the chance, that led thee 
| hither, 
Eum. Entering your borders, I beheld a Or 
Sacred to Hercules ; ; the god, my foul 
(Low as my lot was ceſt) aſpires to honour, 
What ſhou'd I do? bare vot'ry as I was ! 
I had no oft rings: brought no victims, with me. 
Poor, and oppreſs'd by tortune, what I cou'd 
| gave—l kne't, and pour'd a heart before him, © 
Warm, as a hundred hecatombs ! pre, n 
Pious, and firm, Th' unhappy can no more, 
I aſk'd not for myſclf, his undue bleſſing, 
I pray'd protection, to his own high race: 
For, I had heard, great queen! your wrongs re- 
quir'd it. 
The preſent God, methought, receiv'd my W 
His altar trembled; 3 and his temple rung! 
Keen, undulating glories, beam'd about me : 
| know not how I bore it -- but, my heart, 
Full of force infus'd, at once grew vaſter. 
My ſwelling courage, far : bong myſelf, 
Suſtain'd me: and I glow'd, with all the gad. 
Mer. | Riſing in ematicy] Go on, methinks, the 
God thou nam' ft ſpeaks i in thee ! 
And ev'ry hearer glows, as warm'd as thou! 
Zum. I bow'd, and left the temple----Following 
came 
Two men, of hanghty ſtride, with angry lour : 
Roughly, accoſting, they reproach'd my prayer. 
How did I dare, they 2K d, ſolicit Heaven, 
To aid ſedition's purpoſes No god 
Shou'd fave a wretch like me, pr reſcrib'd by power. 
---] heard, aſtoniſh'd ; and prepar'd to ſpeak: 
When, with impatient: hercenels, each rais'd army 
With rage conjoin'd came: on. 
Mer. T Imterrupting ] Both '---Came they, 
To wound thee ? 
Eum. Both, with madmen's frenzy, 
Struck at my breaſt, ignobly. 
Mer. Thou haſt eas'd me. 
Go on. Theſe men had ſouls, that match'd 
their fate. 
Eum. Un-arm'd, and innoffenſive, fo ſurpriz'd, 
| The god I had addreſs 'd repaid my prayer. 
---Warding the weakeſt firoke, with ſworglefs hand, 
! Swiftly | closd, and ſciz'd the wrefted ſteel 
| From um whoſe ſtronger arm mor? nearly 3 4 
{ me. 
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dard it with lightning's ſwiftneſs : for, oppreſſion | 
Rouſes cr{trels to vengeance On himſelt, 
| tura d his pointed weapon: ſav'd my breaſt, 

Aud plung'd it in his own---He feil---The other 

Started, and*curs'd : but, like a coward, fled, 

Falſe tu his dying fellow Mighty queen, 

This is the fad hort truth. May the kind power 

| how'd toy touch ; our ear; and move your pity! 
Mer. She were a tygteſs, that cou'd hear this tale, 

And pauſe upon thy pardon— Still go on : 

How we: 't thou ſciz'd? hide nothing: and hope all, 
Eum. Shock'd by uncertain, dread for what was 

done, 

I ear'd aſtoniſh'd round: and mark'd, beneath, 

Where, at a furlong's diſtance, the ſalt wave 

Broke on the ſhore. Sudden 1 ſnatch'd the corpſe, 

And, haſt'ning to the beach, gave it to the ſea, 

That done, I tigh'd, and fled : your guards, great queen, 

For what eſcapes ſuch eyes, as heaven's, and yours ! 

Unſeen by me, mark'd all; follow'd, and took me. 
Ver. [To Euricies.] Did he reſiſt, when feiz'd ? 
Firm, 1 cou'd not, Madam. 

The name of Merope diſarm'd my will. R 

They told mie they were yours. I bow d, and yielded. 

Gave em my new-gain'd ſword : and took their 


chains. 
Ei, This youth, by him he kill'd, was judg'd 
another. a 


Mer. Oh! I have noted all : and heaven was juſt, 

——Retire, to farther diſtance, gentle youth 
'V tell thez, Euricles ! 

Mecthought, ar every word this wanderer ſpoke, 

%% or ſomething, tenderer than pity, 

Jung to my tender heartſtrings! nay, was ſtranger ! 
Fir, | will tell thee all—Creſphentes“ textures, 
*Heav'ns, what ideas hopes and fears can raiſe!) 
My dear dead manly lord's reſembled features; 

| 1aw, and trac'd, (I bluſh, to think what folly!) 
Trac'!—in this cottage hero's honeſt face. 

I'm, Compaſſion is a kind and generous painter. 
—Yet, truth herſelf muſt grow as blind, as fortune, 
Fre he cou'd look on that unhappy youth 
and find him leſs, than worth her kindeſt pity» 

Euri, Iimene ſpeaks my thoughts. He's innocent, 
The gods have ſtamp'd their mark of candor on him: 
And no impoſtor's art inbabits there. 

Mer. | To Eumenes.] Again, approach me—— In 
what part of Greece 
Did it pleaſe heaven to give thee birth, good youth? 

Fm, | Advancing.] In Elis, generous queen. 

Mer. In Eli ell me. 

I hop'd, it had been nearcr—Halt thou, ever, 

In thy low converſe, heard the ſwains, thy neighbours, 
Mention the name of Narbas ?—or Eumenes? 
The laſt, thou muſt have heard of, 

Eum, Never, madam, [ condition ? 

Mer, Never? — That's ſtrange ! what then was thy 
What thy employment * and thy father's name ? 

Eum, My father was a ſhepherd : learn'd and wiſe; 
Prince of the ſylvan ſhades, and paſt'ral vale, 

He led th' attracted hearts of liſt'ning ſwains, 
And pleas'd 'em into ſubjects— In himſelf 

Too humble, for diſtinction had not virtue 
Compell'd him into notice. | 

He liv'd unenvied : for, excelling all, 

He veil'd ſuperior eminence, by raodeſty : 

No claim'd exemption eas'd his 1.fe from care: 
P: icefully poor! and reverently belov'd! 

Ris Reecy barveſts fed hm azad, his name 
Was Policletes, Madam. 4 

er, What thy own ? * | 

um. Low, like my paſt'ral care—to cottage eaſe 


K 
— Yet, Elis, oft, may deign to ſpeak of—Dorilas. 


reiief ; 
And every ſtart'ng ſpark is quench'd, in darkneſs : 
So, then, your parents held no rank in Greece ? 
Fum. Did rank draw claim from goodnets, they 
have rights 
Wou'd leave all place behind 'em, * Inborn virtue 


Can bortow no enlargement, but lends all 


That keeps contempt from titles.“ 
Mer. Every word 
He utters has a charm !-——But, why, at home 
So bleſs'd, and, to ſuch parents, doubly dear, 
Didſt thou, forgetful of the care thou ow'dRt em, 
Quit their kind cot, and leave em to their tears? 
Fum, A vain deſne of glory, firt ſeduc'd me. 


 O!ſt had 1 heard my father mourn Mycene, 


Weep, for her vil wars, and ſutl"ring queens 
Oſt, had he charm'd my young aſpiring ſoul, 
Wich wonder, at your firmneſs !-——So, inflam'd, 
| learnt, by tiow degrees, to think my youth 
D.ſerac'd, by home-felt virtues: weigh'd the call 
Of glory, againſt duty; and grew bold 
To hope, my humble arm might add ſome aid 
To prop your warring ſtandards— See] great quean, 
The only motive of my erring raſhneſs. 
For, heaven has taught me, tho? it loves your cauſe, 
I merit my diſtreſs: who left my father, 
Wanting, perhaps, in age's feeble calls, 
Some help, I might have lent him---"Twas a fault. 
But, twas my firſt: and I may live, to mend it. 

5 [4 es 


Interms me, had he known deſcent thus lowly, 
30, my Eumenss wou'd have thought, and ſpoke. 
Such, is. his age, where'er conceal'd he mourns 2 
Pernajs too, fach his fortune — driven, lte this, 
From realm to realm, a wand' rer, thus unknown ! 
Friendiets, and hopelets, and expos'd to poverty! 
—} will have pity on. this youth's diſtreſs: 
And cultivate his fortune What bold noiſe ? 
| Shouts beard wwitheute 
Whence can ſuch rudeneſs flow ? What is t, 
Iimene? 
Im. [At a wwindow,] All ills are Poliphontes's 
The vile rabble 
Shout their ſure vote, for treaſon, Poliphontes 
Is king, proclaim'd---and hope is now no moie. 
Zum. Oh! for the ſword, once more, your guards 
took rom me 


| Now, now, I feel theſe chains: now, firſt, they bind 


me. 

Mer. Give him his ſword, Let him be free, as air, 
Honeſt propoſer |! but, thy help's too weak, 
To prop a throne, in danger N 

Eum. O queen: 
the pocr, 
When they due pity greatneſs. [| wretched, 
All have their mis'ries-—but, when crowns grow 
"Tis arrogance, in mean ones, to complain. 
[Zxic Eumenes. 
Furi. Too fatally, J prophefied Confeſs 
This hard neceſſity: which, now, you find; 
And ſeem, at lea't, to ſooth the tyrant's hope. 
Mer. I miſconceiv'd the gods. I durit net dream. 
They cou'd have bid guilt thrive : and given up 
Euri. They will not, Madam. { virtues 
Mer. So, my fad Heart, fiili, 
Struggles to hope: and, if they mark my woe, 
They will forgive my taſnneſs. 
Euri. Come what muſt ! 
I wiil aſſembie round you the few faithſul, 


forgive preſumption, in 


» 


„dan untorm'd for yaur tegard. 


And, failing to protect, partake your fall, Ex Eur, 


Mer. Oh! I have loſt my hope. Heaven ek 


Aer. Methinks, I hear Eumeneg——So, my foul 


| 
| 
| 
f 
N 


r 
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Bid the wild winds blow conſtant. [ faith, 
In. The people's voice is call'd, the voice of gods. 


Mer. What viilain baſeneſs wants ſome bold pre- 


' tence 
That drags in heaven, to grace it ? Thefts, plots, 
perjuri*s, . 
Avarice, revenge, the bloody zeal of pride, 
And unforgiving bitterne!s of heart; 


| All----have their gods to friend! their prieſts, to 


ſanctity. _ 
Enter Euricles, with a ſword. 

Euri. Sorrow on ſorrow bears down hope's laſt prop. 
Now, be a queen, indeed !---arm your great heart, 
With preparation, to its utmoſt ſtre teh = 
For, if it ſtands this ſhock, it's power's immortal. 

Mer. No---I am ſinking, from all ſenſe of pain: 
And ſhall grow ſafe, by want of ſtrength to (utter, 
Speak there is now but one ſad truth to dread ; 
And my ſoul waits it heard ;---then, reſts, for ever. 

Euri. It has pleas'd heaven---this ſword | this 

fatal ſword ! 

Mer. I underſtand thee z thou would'ſt ſay, he's 

dead. Fo | 
 Furi. Oh! 'tis too ſurely ſo: th' atrocious crime, 
At laſt, ſucceeded—————and all care is vain, 
Mer. Gods! gods !---"tis done---now all your bolts 
have ſtruck me, 
In. Guard her diſtracted brain! 
uri, Save her, kind heaven ! 
Mev. What have I done? where have I been? 
Euri. Alas! where grief, too oft, 
Has left, th' unhappy————-recolleQt. 

Mer. Oh! Euricles: I recollect, too much. 
Truſt my ſuſtaining heart, it breaks not, yet. 
Comfort's brief clouds, methought, came ſhadow- 

ing o'er me. 
But I am found, again: a wretch, ſo friendleſs, . 


| | That madneſs will not lend relief : but ſhuns me. 


Euri. Perith, that young, that impious hypocrite ! 
That ill-admir'd attracter of your pity : 
Whom your protection ſpar d- for fancied virtue! 
Mer. Who? What? : 
Ihn. Not Dcrilas ? | 
Furi. Him, bim That Dorilas, 
Mer. Monſter ! beyond all credit of deceit ! 
Iſm. He!—tis impoſſible, | 
Eurji. He was the murderer. | 
I bring too clear a proof. Paſſing, but now, 


I found him waiting : freed him from his chains ; - 


And, to re-arm him, for the cauſe he 6hoſe, 
Calli's for his ſword---Which, as he ſtretch'd his 
hand 


To take, 1 mark'd, and trembled at the view: 


Theſe once-known gem---too well remember'd here! 
Mer. [Taking the ſewerd.} O, ail ye fleeping gods 
; *twas my Creſphontes' ; 
"Twas the king's ſword. Narbas, beyond all doubt- 
Sav'd it, that dreadful night, for my Eumenes. [ ing, 
Oh! what a falſe vile tale this flatterer form'd, 
To cheat us into pardon ! 
Take the durab dreadful witneſs from my fight. 
[Giving Euricles the ſeoord, 
Yet, ſtay return it me, 
{ Reſumes the ſword, and kneels. 
I thank ye; gods ! =” 


Thank your inſpiring juſtice; and accept it. 


Live, but to thank you for this dire, due, 


ſacrifice; 
Which, from the childleſs mother's widow'd hand, 
Your Heav'n-direfted vengeance well demands. 
{ She riſes, 


Yes; I will ſheathe it, on my huſband's tomb. 


M E R 


Mer. O, people! people! They, who truſt your 
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Deep, in the bleeding murd'rer's panting heart 
© Then, ſcorning Poliphontes, pierce —— ; 


So, die, reveng'd, and ſafe abſolving heaven. 
————Go, Evricies. 
Euri. Not fo Yet bear his fight ; 


That, from his own dire mouth, we may compel 
Diſcovery, of his guilt's cemmiſſion'd cauſe : 
And, to the bottom, ſearch this fatal tale. 


Exit Euri 
Iſm. Erox! ung 454g 


the tyrant's miniſter of death, 
| Enter Erox. 
© Erox. [ Aſde.] Now, aid me, wily powers of 
winning art !* | 
on now! what bold intruſion plac'd thee 
4 ere? 
Erex. Queen, of the kingdom's lord! his heart'y 
high empreſs ! 
Suffer a voice unequal to the taſk, | 


| [To wrong th' intruſted ſenſe of his told grief 


Who ſends me to condole you Pojiphontes--. 
Had you but ſmooth'd that brow's majeſtic bend, 
I meant to have ſaid, the king---this moment, heard 
The fate, moſt pitied, of the prince, your ſon; 
Heard, and takes equa! part in all your wrongs, 

Mer. More, than his part, he takes, in what is 
Elſe, had he never dar'd aſpire, to ſeize [ mine. 
His maſter's throne ; nor name my murder'd ſon. 
| Erox, Wiſhing, he waits but leave, Reſpect ig 

delicate, 
And wou'd not, unadmitted, now, approach, 
Fain wou'd he talk of comfort, to your ſorrows, 
Who, weeping, wants the power to curb his own, 

Mer. What wou'd your artful ſender come, to ſay? 

Erox. To beg, that to his hand you wou'd commit 
This hateful murd'rer's puniſhment. - He glows 
For vengeance in your cauſe. Shou'd think his claim 
Unworthy a crown's truſt, leſs worthy yours, 
Could he forget, that juſtice props a throne, 

Mer. No, Tell him no. My hand revenges, here. 
Too ſhort of reach, heaven knows! but, what it can 
It ſhall : and neither aſks, nor bears, his aid. 

Erox. The king too tenderly regards your will, 


To eroſs it, ev'n in anger---leſs, in reaſon. 


I humbly take my leave. 
Mer. © 1 grant it, gladly.” [Exit Eror, 
Hunted 6n every ſide, why waits diftreſs, 
Till ſtill new growths of anguith, more oppreſs ? 
How poor a thing is life, dragg'd on to age, 
To ftand, the pitied mark) of fortune's rage 
Death ſhuts out mis'ry : and can, beft, reſtrain 
The bite of inſult, and the goad of pain. ¶ Exeurt. 


of — NN. 
C 
SCENE, the Tomb of Creſphontes. 


Narbas alone. | 


AlL venerable ſcene! hail ſacred ſhade ! 

1 Hail ſad-ſought manes of my long-lov'd lord! 
My eyes laſt obje& on Mycenian earth, 
Was thy dear lite and empire loſt in blood; 
Now late returning, their firſt mourning ſearch, 
Finds, in this cold ſtill tomb, the whole ſhrunk 
Of thy contracted reign ! yet here, ev'n here, 
Were thy Eumenes render'd back, ev'n here, 
Narbas had held ſome hope to ſooth thy ghoſt. 
How ſhall I meet his mother's mournful eye, 
Who brings new weight, to woes o'ercharg'd be fore. 
From every madd' ning ſtreet, I heard loud ſhouts, 
Thoſe execrable bawds, to flatter'd power 
Proclaim the traitor Poliphontes, king. _ ” 
He! who, from clime to clime, track's our ſad i 


Held, like a hunted deer, his prince, in chace x 


a > we cM 


wrt, 


rd) 
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Hot in purſait, for murder each known proſpect, 
Each point, each outlet of this neighb'ring palace, 
Brings to afflicted mem'ry ſome new ftroke 

Of ſorrow, freſh to pain---tho' fifteen winters 

Have ſnow'd their whiteneſs on me; fince they fell? 
Wou'sd, 1 cou'd find the face of ſome old friend! 


But, what court friendſhip's life laſts fiftcen winters: | I. Now are my heart's late tremblings well 


Soft. Whom has heaven ſent, here! if innocence | 


Dells yet on earth, ſuch looks as theſe muſt houſe it. | © Quick let me ruſh, and warn her erring hand. 


{ Starts, as Iſmene comes nearer+ 
Pleſs the reſembled mother's copied ſoftnefs! 
"Tis my Iſmene : tis my own dear daughter, 
Time cannot hide her from a parent's eve: 

Chud as ſhe was, and chang'd fince laſt I ſaw her. 
Erier Umene, ſulocved by @ trrin of virgins in <oli'c, 
v ing baſkets, ord frrexo flancers en the tomb. 

„. Who is this bold unknown; fo ſagely form'd, 
Vet inditcreetly rude-- at ſuch an hour, 
to break, abruptly, on the queen's ſad purpole ? 

Nur. Faireſt of form , 

Jin. Who ale you? 

Var. Chide me not, | 
Sweet picture of the powers, who ſhed (oft pity ! 

] am a nameleſs, friendleſe, weak, old man. 
Once, I was a ſervant to the queen you ſerve ; 
O, grant the gracious privitege to tee her. 

Iſn. Rev'rend, and wiſe ! the firſt, I fee you are: 
The laſt, my heart conceives you what a time 
Have your miigui.ied wants unaptly choſen ! 

Your fight wou'd, now, offend her. Deep diſtreſs, 
From dire folemnity of purpoſe, brings her, 
'Twere prudent to withdraw. 
Nar. | In a low voice.] Come near, Iſmene. 
Iſm. Immortal powers! who can it be? 
. knows me! | 
Fain wou'd I dare mix hope, with fear and wonder. 
| - [ Approaching him. 
- Nar. Thou art my child. Kind heaven has ſent 
thee to me. 
Be cautious, and obſerve. 4 
Iſm. [ Kneeling.) Prophetic heart, 
„Sir —I cannot teak 
Nar. ¶ Raijing her.] Hide thy ſurprize, 
Ere yet ſome dang'rous note detects our meeting. 
Soft as thy eyes, Iſmene, be thy voice, 5 
And anſwer to my queſtion—Round this tomb, 
Why thus aſſembled moves that virgin train? 
In. Alas! the aMiQed queen, 
Dittrated comes, to offer on this tomb, 
Her life's laſt facrifice, a dreadful victim! 
The murd'rer of her fn, 
Nr. Eumenes dead? 4 
I'm, Alas, Sir! cou'd yon he a ſtranger to it ? 
Nar. Blaſt of my ſoul's beſt hope IVO dar'd 
this villainy?® 
er. youth, who found kim in Alcidcs* temple; 
Ore, rom whote air of manly modefty, : 
None, ſurely, cou'd have fear d. Behold he comes: 
[hot fetter'd criminal is he. Oh, Sir! 
Vhere will you, now, be lid? 
. ar. In death, Iſmene; 
If I now hear and ſee, and am not dreaming ! 
1/11, From the queen's eye, I dare no longer--- 
Near, Stay. , 
Que-ns, kings, nor gods, ſhall tear thee from my arm, 
thou hat heard me fully. 
Sener proceſſion to a dead march. Merope. Euricles, 
<vith the ſword, Eumenes, in hein. Guards. 


Priefls, ar ts ſacrifice, The rern gees 1 tren, 


he 


ara encels ſilert at the taub; nohile the reft ranve 


elles, on each fide rf the ſcene. 
Nur. (J. Iſmene ] Some black-ſoul'd fiend, 
eine fury ris'n from Ell 


ö 
Were but to loſe him, ſurer---Poliphontes 


+= 
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« Has darken'd all diſcernment ! Call'd thou not 
That fetter'd youth the murd'rer of Eumencs ? 

© Tim, I ald him ſo, too truly. 

© Nar. He is Eume nes. 
© What angry god miſleads the queen to madneſs ? 
© She dreams Eumenes kill'd---and kills Eumenes? 


© explain'd. 
© Nar. Not, for a thouſand worlds---to fave him, ſo, 


© Has cars and eyes too near us, 
© I may anon find means, when all are buſted, 
© To hide myſelt, unmaſk'd, amidſt the cron d.” 
Sad and ſolemn nivfick. Then a ſong of ſacrifice by 
the cLief prieft. 
Hear, from the dark and filent ſhade ! 
Hear, ye pale bands of death! 
Gliding from graves, where once your bones were 
Receive a murd'rer's breath. laid, 
Cherus, of priefts and virgins. 
Receive a murd'rer's breath. 
Mer. | Riſing and coming forward.) Where is this 
| victim, odious tg all powers 
But one---the dreadful Nemeſis? 
[The grards bring up Eumenes. | 
Eari, Yet, ere he dies, 7 
"'F'were fit ſome force of torture ſhould compel him 
To name his vile accomplices, 
Mer. It thall. 
Say, monſter ! what ꝓrovok'd thee to this guilts 
And what affociates join'd thee? / 
Eum, I appeal 
The gods, who find it fit my ſoul ſhou'd buy, 
At this dear rate, the moment's hope you leat it; 
Thoſe gods can witneſs for me; they ! who cuiſe 
The pejur'd, and diſclaim the baſe one's ſafzty. 
My lips deteſt impofture : 
Nor know I, by what change in heav'n's high will!, 
I, who of late ſo bleſs'd, had touch'd your pity, . 
Fall, now, beneath vour anger. 
Mer. View this ſword. 
[Taking the ſeword from Euricles, 
Know you the dreadful object? 
Eum. Twas the villain's 
My juft hand puniſh'd with it. 
Mer. Seize him. Rend him. 
Swift to the deſtin'd altar, drag the traitors 
He owns it! glvrics in his bloody crime: 
And my ſhock'd ſoul aches at him. N 
[The guards ſcige him: 
Em. OF---away--- [ Sernggling. | 
Spare your officious graſp---I will be heard; | 
One laſt lond word---In ſpite of arms and intult. 
Mer. i After a Halte Cuardt, abe quit Eumenes.] | 
Thov, then, who deal'ſt in death, can ſt find death 
teartul ? [the happy: 
| Fum. No, Madam! you miſtake, Death ſhakes} 
But he who is a wretch receives him gladly, 
Yet, 'gainſt imputed guilt, the humbleſt, wrong'd, Þ 
Riſe, bold in innocence. ; | 
Teil me, nor let your pride deface vont vity, | 
Whoſe ſo high-rated blood was this I ſhed ? 
If he was dear to you, curs'd be my memory, ; 
Or I had rather loſt my own, than his, {deceit? 
Mer, Where has this cruc! wretch been taught] 
Why was that look, ſo like C:efphontes, bis! 
FLO Half fainting. 
Furi. Great queen! ſaſtaln your purpoſe. Think 
of vengeance; 
[The laws of nature, and the lives cf kings, 
| Pym. Do laws, and kings, theay call injuRige ven 
geance ? 


* 


N 
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j Shame on the great! why long'd my eyes for. courts? 


Courts, where the pride of guiltlaysclaim to honour. | 


Haughty of heart, why have they ſouls thus ahject? 
They threaten, praiſe, fright, flatter, and inſult me 
Vet, oh! 'twas juſt; I left my father, raihly : 

Felt not the pangs ; weigh'd not the tears I coſt him, 
Fate drew me from my foreſt's guiltleſs quiet, 

Deaf to the warnings of a father's wiidom ; 

And a griev'd mother's bodings. 
Mer. Mother, ſaid he! 

Barbarian ! haſt thou yet a mother left thee ? 

] was a mother too---till thy fell hand 
{ Depriv'd me of a ſon, and all life's comforts. 

Eum. A (on ?---your ſon ? 
Mer. Mine, monſter! murd'rer! mine. 
Eum. If ſuch was my misfortune, ſuch my curſe; 

If heaven has made it poſſible----that he, 

Who in a fatal moment ert'd, and fell 

By my illl-deſtin'd raſhneſs, was your ſon, 

Earth holds not ſuch another wretch as 1 am, 
And merey's fainteſt glimpſe ſhou'd ſhun to reach me 
Mer. Mercy! thou hypocrite, If theu dar'ſt pray, 
Raiſe thy dumb hands: and aſk, in vein, from hea- 
The mercy thou deniedit my dying ton, [ ven, 
Fum. Yet hear--- 
Mer. Stop his deteſted mouth; 
Force the doom'd victim to the altar's foot, 
Veil him from light, no moe to be beheld ; 
Hide his quench'd eyes, for ever. | 
[Two Priefls approaching with a weil, be ſnatcbes 
it, and threes it from bim. : 
Eum. OF, ve vain forms! 

Cover the eyes of cowards: mine &iſdain ve. 
| Mine can, with ſtedfaſt and-advancing ſcorn, 
Look in death's face, full-ſighted. When it comcs, 
is to be met, not hid. 

Welcome, eternal day; bad world, farewel ! 
[He advances, letæreen the Pricfts, is ihe tomb 


| Mer. [At the tom:b---<vith the fevord drawn, ans 
| Eumenes Lxcc. ing ready. ] X 

Shade of my murder'd huthand, hear my call! 

| [ Charys of fingers cices. 
Ob ! hear. 


Mer. Soul of my bleeding ſon ! hear, thou--- 
P Cherus of frvers wiices. 
Oh! hear, gf P's 


Mer. Un-expiated ſouls !—if, in thoſe glooms, 
Where walk the ſullep ghoſts of earth-wrong'd kings, 
Von hear atonement's voice, and wait redreſs, 

L Riſe, from your-dire domains! 
- [ Cb:rus of fugers woices. 
. — t A ef 
Oh! rife. ; 


Mer. Thou, laſt, 
Tremend'ous power! pale goddeſs! preſent, ſtill, 
To direful vengeance ! nerve this lifted arm, 
And thus aſſiſting | 
| [ Iſmene preventing the Blow, Natbas breaks in- 
4 | 1o fight, and erics cut loudly, 
Stay, ſtay that bloody purpoſe. 
Death has already been too buty here: 
And heaven diſclaims ſuch ſacrifice, 

Mer. | In a frigbted and irembiing attitude, } Who 

art thou ? 

Euri. O, tis Narbas ! | 
Cautious conceal this chance, or ruin finds him. 
Im. [ Aſide, to the Queen. ] Your victim is your 

ſon ; the prince Eumeaes. 


1 
2 


* * 
. 


e 


tiemblin . i 
Eum. | Raifng bimſcif te lost rend.] I bead e 


well-tnuwn voice, now heard no longer. 


1 


— 


* 


feiloxwed by the AQreer, Euricles, Iſmene, Se. 


[Merope lers fa!! tbe feoord, aftoniſbed ani 
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And find what ſeem'd—oh! tis —it is my father? 
Nur. [ Aſide, to Eumenes.] Hear; and be mute: 
thy tate, unwary youth, 
Depends upon thy ſilence. 
Fum. Whence, O ;e powers, 
Can all theſe myft'ries rite ! 
Mir. 0h — tis wo much; 
And lite and 1 are loſt. 
,  [Faints, and is ſupported Ly Iſmene. 
vr. Aſſiſt the queen. [ danger, 
Iim. Stay your unhallow'd rites: the queen's ig 
Euri. Quit, rev'reid prieſts ' your unpropitious ſa- 
Crifice. , [ Exeurt Vr ieſi. 
Fellow me, guards, I will ſecure your victim. 
Tum. O, father | 
ar. [75 Eumenes. ] Shun me, and patient wait 
th* important caule. . | 
Eum. O, bid me, cre I die, but hope your pardon; 
And, it J leave you bleſs'd, 'tis all my prayer. 
Nur. No mot, Ihe gods, who lose, reward thy 
virtue! 


I/n. Kind heaven reſtores the queen. 

Mer. Where !—whither have ve brought me? 
Iſmene ! what means this ? Why weep my virgins? 
Oh! 1 have kili'd kim I Leeting willy rowne ber] 
tor I fee him net: 

And I am deom'd to pains in life immo tal. 

Nor. - Eale your fad heart's too apprehenſive 
| ſtartings. 

Luricles has ſccur'd him; and nothing's known, 


. | Afer, Still chat kind viftiea aunts me, Art thou 


N arbas 7 

| Nur. Let mv tears anſwer ; in this guth of joy. 

{ | give you back my truſt; my king, Eumenes. 

Mer. | On ber tnees.] O, gracious heaven | ſupport 

a woman's weaknets : 
| And. what my heart, vet panting, fails to utter, 
Take from my foul's touch'd lente; and make my 
prayer. 

You arc too great, ſor thanks! too good, for duty! 
| Riſes 

Euri. | Re-entering Faſtfly.] Death! to the inſa- 

tiate tyrant's thirſt ot inſult! 
Tuis roval ſcandal, to the name he Reals, 
Has, with ſome tatal purple, ſeiz'd the king; 
And holds him to examine. 

Mer. Follow me. | 
Now thall he fee, what marks denote the queen; 
What diff rence, *twixt the guilcy, and the wrong 6 

Nor, [Grirg. ] Madam! It mult not be. 

Fri. Stay ; Curb this raſhneſs. [king? 
Mer. Is he not mine! Is he not yours ?——your 
Euri. The moment vou confeſs that dang'rous 

No god, but hated Hymen, ſaves Eumenes, [truth, 
| Mir. There thou haſt let in light upon my ſouls 
Yather than wed this Poliphontes | 

Nar. Wed him? 

Ned Poliphontes ! 

Euri. Him. 

Nar. The world's laſt groan, 

\Vrapt in ſurrounding fires, had leſs amaz'd me ! 

Eu, Tis with that view the people cail him kings 
Since he reveng'd Cieſphontes blood, they ſay, 

He beſt : 
Nur. He !—Every curſe of death ſurround him 
He ! he reveng'd* The villain's own damn'd train 

Shed, ſpilt it. I beheld 'em; trac'd the fiend 
hro' all his dak diſguiſes 3 thro' night's eye 
Saw the pale mud'rer ſtalk amidft his furies. 
! Jis was the halt-kid torch, the poſtern key 
het open'a to the rebels rage the palace. 


— — — 


Prey, fad eyes! once mote, from the grave's brink, ! inthe piere d imant breatts ot te Looms innocently 


1 de. 
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[The Soldiers and Evricles go F with Eumenes. 
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faw him plunge his poignard; twice receiv'd it, 


Deep, in my own, encymber'd with my charge; 


Struggling, to bear the third ſav'd prince to ſhelter; t. 
And, track'd by my loſt blood, with pain eicap'd Half lentences, broke ſhort ; looks fill'd with horrorz 


hi 111. 


Mcr, When will my growing horrors reach their | Something you will not tell alarms my cantion z 


end ! | 
on! my fix'd hate was inſtinct. Something, fatal, 
D:yclt on his dreadful brow, and bad me ſhun him. 
Blind headlong! ill-diſcerning! noife-driv'a people | 
Turi. | Looking aut.] Soft! the tyrant comes, 
Mer. Can the gods leave that poflible *'---- 
Narbas, be hid, this moment. [ Exit Narbas, 
—— Euricles! 
Fly thou: find to my mournful ſon acceſs, 
Comfort his tears, but keep the ſecret from him. 
[ Exir Euricles. 
Enter Poliphontes, in nubtial Robes, Erox and Train. 
Pel. Realth to my joveteign, late! Now (to the 
ſtates | 
Decree) my wife ! my ſiſter! and my foul! 
Drets'd is thefaitar 3 and the prieſts attend. 
Nav, do not turn afide, and ſhun your triumph. 
Look, and admire the wonders of your power |! 
The god of love, to-day, ſmooths all my wrinkles 3 
And 1 am taught by joy to ſmile back youth. 
Une care alone precedes impatient love : 
They tell me, your too tender heart recoil'd ; 
And loft your purpos'd vengeance. Let it be. 
Beauty was meant to wound a gentler way. 
Min» be the firoke of juſtice. — Whea I view 
This murd'rous ſtripling, thro” the grief he brought 
vou, 
Pitr difdains his cauſe, and fate demands him. 
* Mer, I find myſelf, "tis true, too weak for ven- 
geance. . 
Wou'd had pow'r, more equal to my wrongs! 
*, Leave it to me: 'tis a king's right. 
Mer. I ſhall contiderof it. 
P, Why! what doubt you? 
Slakens your anger; that your vengeance heſtates ? 
b Hour fon's mem'ry now, leſs dear, than lately? 
Mer. Periſh the will that wrongs him! but this 
murd'rer, 
This youth. They tell me you ſuſpect accomplices : 
Were it not prudent to ſuſpend his fate, 
Till he declares who join'd him ? 
ti, What expect you - 
Tyclear, beyond your ſon's known fall ?, 
Mer. His father's | 
Tiiat was a cup of gall. Oh! conſcious, guilt ! 
Hos domb, thy voice, unlook'd-for, ſtrikes the 


bold! [ Afede. ; 


Pel. ¶ After a parſe.) Well; ev'n of that too, 
we ourſelt will aſk him. 
Mer. You are too buſy, Sir! in a purſuit, 
Ihn, leaſt, admits your quick'ning. 
Pol, Strange perplexity ! 


\ And every Human proſpett bids deſpair; 


f claim it. 


Where my cioſe crime lies veil'd, in dumb obſcurity 
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This tenderneſs in rage; theſe hopes, fears, ſtartingsʒ 


This art, to colour ſome ill-hid diſtreis, 
That caſt confuſion o'er your troubled ſoul: 


Are nature's thin diſguiſe to cover danger. 


And bids my ſummon'd fear take place of love. 

In ent'ring, here, I had a glimpſe, but now, 
| Of an old man, who ſcem d to ſhun my preſence, 
Why is he fied ? Who was he ? 

«rs Scaice yet call'd 

A king; and fee! already fill'd with jealoufies ! 

Pol. Be kind; and bear your part, then,.——Bur- 
| dens, ſhar'd, 
| Preſs light the cas'd ſuſtainers. Come; your hands 

Mer. A moment fince, you talk'd but of revenge 2 

| Now, 'tis again all love. Away: keep ſeparate 
| Two paſſions nature never yet taw join'd. 
Da. Let it be ſo, then. Death ſhall ſtrait remove 
| That obitacle : and one wiſh remains. 
Follow, at leiſere you, while I prepare. 
| [ Excunt Poliphontes, Erox, and Train, 
| Mir, Act for me, now, and ſave me, great Alcides! 
| To power like thine, all things are poſſible: 
And grief, oppreſs'd on earth, finds friends in Heaven, 
' Then, <vhen the woe-ſunk beart is tir d with cares 


— 


Break but one glcam of heav' ny comfort in, 
And a new race of triumpbs, thence, begine 
[Exit «0itb Attendantss 


PPS 


KA IV. 
S C E N E, the Caſtle of Poliphontes. 
Enter Poliphontes and Erox. 
5. C HE has her views, I mine. 1 ſhould have 
fear'd, 
; Some hint's offic tous reach had touch'd her ear; 
I ſhould have dreamt, her eyes had catch'd ſome 
| glance, | 8 | 
| To guide diſcovery, down the dark abyſs 


| 


&+ 


But, that 1 know, ſhe is a woman, Erox! 
| And born to be capricious. 
' Erox. Pride, not diſtaſte, 

Holds out her heart againſt you. 

P. Let her keep it. 

| My hope is humbler, Erox. Tis her hand 
| I frek ; hearts are girls gifts to ſchool-boy lovers. 
| aptly, 
Means ſhall be found to curb it. Thou art come 
From ſounding this fierce captive ſon of wonder: 


| What have thy thoughts concluded ? 
| Freox.. "Tis not he. 
| No race of H- rcules need, there, alarm you. 


That what moſt ſeeks your eaſe ſhou'd moſt offend ! | This but fome rural brave, of ſimple nurture ; 


but, ipring it whence it may, the cauſe re mo 4, 
re ends the doubt, aud pain. — This wretch 
mall die. [ Going, 
Mer, Barbarian! horrible, inhuman Sir? 
have you ſought to ſtartle me? I fear di 
meant tofnatch my victim from--my vengeance, 
P.. But ſhall he really die ? 
Mer, Die l—— Who !——He—die? 
Pc. This murd'rer of your ſon. 
*. I go, this moment: 
Ang will, alone, examine him. 
Pa. Stay, Madam. 
This &w embaraſbnent of mingled pains 3 


V.id of ambition's flame: bold, blunt and honeſt x 
Fearleſs of menace, taſteleſs of reward, 
And wanting ev'n the wiſh, to dare for power, 
He cannot be Eumenes. 
Pol. Who, then, is he? more, 
Erox, He ſays he is a ſhepherd's fon !— what, 
He will not be provok'd, nor brib'd, to tell. 
Firm without ſierceneſs; without weakneſs, gentiez 
Open as da'/-light, yet as dumb as death: 
Spite of my prejudice, he forc'd my praiſe, 
And hatred muſt admire kim. 
Pol. Praiſe him on. 
Be what, or whomy he may, tis fit he dis. 
| RB 2 


No let her ſpleen ſtart wild: When time ſerves - 
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The people, who clots his puniſhment 
Inflicted, for Eumenes' fancy'd muder, | 
Wil! dream that race extinct; and cleaye to me. 
So danger comes leſs near: nor ſhakes my throne. 


. 


What hait thou l--rnt, of that conceal'd preſumer, | 


Who, when the arm of Merope was rais'd, 
Retrain'd it with ſome power that touch'd her ſu] ? 
Erox. Ihe young man call'd him father. Chance, 

it ſeems, 

Ia that nice moment, brought him to his view. 

He mov'd the queen's compaſſion, for his ſon, 

Flee, like a wanton, from the good man's care, 

Who, in his ſearch, came ſorrowing on, from Elis. 

Pol. I cannot truſt this tale. I hou grow ſt too 
creduio. $, 

Mvterious caution hangs too thick a veil 

O'er ell their late pre ceedings. That old man 

Left the queen's pretence, farting z, at my entrance, 


| Cou'd ſcarce have, ſwell'd a ſoul to loftier boldneſs! 


. 


Mer. Pity preſumptious heat. "Tis youth's pre- 
rogative. 

Pol. Meaawkile, how happy ſuch unpoliſh'd 
plainnels ! 


To move defence, from art ſo ſkill'd as yours, 
Your fon, ſure ! lives, 
Mer. Lives! and ſhall live. I truſt him to the 
gcds : 
They can, they did, they will prote him. 
Pol. What cannot woman's pity ! none, who 
marks 
The willing parton your ſoft looks inſure him, 
(Can charge your heart with cruelty. 
Mer. My looks, 
(Perhaps, hint meanings, pr 1dence ſhou'd decline 
To lend too loud a tongue to: but, there are, 
Whoſe heart ſpeaks nothing; yet tells all, by 


Why was ae hid, if a young ruſlick's father ? 

Why ſhou'd my comin; fright him? He has heard, 

Since then, his ſon's redonbled danger dwells 

Bur in m menace + Vet he comes not near me. 

I had, erc now, beheld! him at my feet, 

Had his he-rt trenibled with a father's terrors. 
Erox. See, Sir! he's frce; and mark, the queen, 


how near |! 
Pol. I rote it, and e 
Now my title 
Ee Meroye, 111 none, Euricles, Eumene:, ard 
Grard's. 
Mer, Yeu ſes, Sir, 1 dare know, and uſe, my 
riehts. 


How had your will preſum'd to ſeize my em = 


Am! but queen of hadows; that my vengeance 
Muſt prove as you direct it? 

Pel. Nobly urg'd! 
The victim is your right, requires your hand: 
Mine had defac'd your vengeance, Jaſſum'd 
Pr-tence to gtd it, but to fi e yaur ſanguor. 
Tate courage, 1 reſign him. With his blood 
Was! this reluctant faintueſs from vour heart: 
And give it warmth to meet me at the altar, 

Mer. Horrid and impious hope ! 

Fol. Looks l-ve fo frightful ? 

Eun. [To Pol.] Who taught thee to aſſoclate 

love with cruel:y ? * 

Mat right has Cupid to a cavtive's blood? 
—— Yet, milpreſume not, 
Fe h tas too poor a view from life, to prize it, 
e death can only ſerve to ſhorten pain. 
— Bit, I am told, thou 'call'ft thy felt a king. 
Cow, if thou art one, that the poor have richts; - 


* — And power, in all its pride, is leſs than juſtice, 


—] am a ſtranger, innocent, and friendleſs; 
And that protection, which thou ow'ſt to all, 


that I court thy pit 


actions. 
| Pe, Mark, if I ſpeak not, now; my heatt's 
| true language. 
Traitor! receive thy doom. 
Drabig bis {arord, 
Mer. | Interp:ſing.] Strike here, here, muid ict! 
| Menace my breaft 3 nut hie. 
Pol. Whoſe heart ſpeaks now? 
Fum. Now, ye immortals! not to die, were not 
To triumph, To be pitied, here! ſo pitied ! 
By ſuch a queen as Merope ! "Tis glory 
That every power beneath a god might envy! 
Pol. If you wou'd have him live, confeſs, who 
is he? 
Mer. He is 
Err. (10 limene,] Oh! we are loſt, 
* I'm. All, all, is hopeleſs.” 
P.. Ir he has right in you, be ſwiit to own him: 
Or, loſe him by your ſilence. 
[Cfers to kill Eumencs, 


Aer. Stay he i- 
P.. Who? what? lay, quickly, 
| Mer. He is mv fon, Eumenes, 
Pol. | Starting, and ajide.] Tis 28 I fear d; and 
all my ſchemes are air. | 
[ Stands penſtvely fa d. 
Eum. Heav'n's! Did 1 hear that, rightly ? 
Mer. | Embracing him.] Thou art my ſon. 
' Loud 1n the face of men and ears of gods, 
Creſphontes was thy father; I attcſt it : 
I tell it t the winds; proclaim it, boaſt it, 
| Hear it, thou ſoul of murder! I have found him: 
And if I loſe him, now, whole Heaven ſhall curſe 
thee. 
Eum, I cannot comprehend i it — Yet I kneel, 
To thank you but for deigning to deceive me. 
© Bleſs'd is his fate, who dies in ſuch a dream 


J, doubly due; me: For, Iam unhappy. Mer. One way, thou art deceiv'd. The mother's 
Pol. Pro ction is for worta ; Guilt calls for ven- love 
geance. Forgets the monarch's danger. Poliphontes/ ! 


Eum. And what does wrong's licentious inſult 


call for ? 
In my own juſt defence, I Eill'd a robber: 


Law cali'd it murde:; art te queen condemn'd me. 
Ev'n gods, who love, grow The ſecret that oppreſs'd it. 


7 Macon s may milake, 
partial.“ 

1 can forgiv® t {li injuſtice of a mother : 

And cou'd have bleſs'd her hand, 

© Norure has weakneſſes, that err to virtue? 


— But what hat thou to do with mother's ven- 


ane? 
— * 20 — 4 . ; ' 
Law that {2ocks equity, is reaſon's murder. 
Pol. So young | (9 wretclied ! and ſo arrogant ! 


Mcrainks, che price of an Akiecs' hood 


beneath the blow. 


Pel. [ Starting. ] Go on, 1 meditate-— but 
ſ, eak, Madam. 
Mer, Thou now haft wrung, from my affrigh:ct 

heart, 


Thon behold'ft 
Thy king diſtreſs d, before thee. Sigh if thou can'f; 
Sigh, for the ſon, prince, mother, fame and natuic- 
Pol. How to reſolve will af ſome needful pauſe. ' 
Meanwhile, i it ſhakes my faith, to truſt your ſtory» 
You hear, the young man's honeſty diſclaims 
This greatneſs you wou'd lend him. 
Fum. Modeſt feale 
Ot my unequal worth compel!'d ſome doubting 
Bat, now, ds ruth Jubi, Royal n 
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Flow not for pitied falſchood j and they prove it, 
Mer, Tears touch not hearts ef flint; and I will 
ſpare em. 

Did your pride [ Kneels.] hear me For your 

pity can net. 

de me an humble ſuppliant, at your feet, 

Now firſt conteſſing i can fear your anger. 

Tis ſhow'd, be, ond all preof of tears, convince you, 


bat Merope's his mother. Still, yuu frown 


forget 
ky - Go long ſorrows; all my wrongs, and iaſults ; 
ie to the future, and abſolve the 
Aim but breathe; to reign were to be ered od, 
Cel! you anſwer nothing! Look Jeſs dreadful : 
[> my diftrafted foul, and ſpeak ſome comfort. 
Fum. O, Madam ! quit that 3 ou! 
heart 
Afpires to Keep the g' ery you have lent it. 
If l, indeed, was born to call you mother, 
m 40 I ſee and hear you not a queen ? 
{ Raiſes ber. 
Vor t hink my foul too haughty ; no diſtreſs 
Abſalves dejettion: : *tis the brave's prerogative, 
To tee] without complaining. 
« Now ! Strike, tyrant 
Curage, reſtrain'd from act, takes pride to ſuffer.” 
b, (1% Merope.] "Tis well. I have with juſt 
attention, heard ; 
And, in impartial ſilence, weigh'd it, all. 
Your {5rrow claims ſome right to call for mine: 
ant his ugh ſpirit charms me.---- I take him 
, [Takes Eumenes by the band. 
. . my heedful care; remit his ſentence; 
t found yours, adopt him as my ſon. 
— Yours, ſaid you ? Yours ! 
Arr. Be patient, good Eumenes, 
le, You rule his deſtiny, You know what price 
| rate his life at. Smile, and meet my wiſhes. 
For, may the gods, conjointly, curſe my reigns 
If he ſurvives refuſal of my prayer! 
---bethink you, In an hour, | mall expect you; 
Where, at the altar, to th' acteſting powers, 
You may proclaim your choice. That moment 
makes him 
My victim, or my ſen. Till then, farewel, 
Mer. You cannot be ſo cruel.---Leave him, with 
To ſee him, might perſuade me. [me. 
Pu. See him, there: 
Se him, in Hymen's temple, Erox, attend bim. 
Exit Poliphontes. 
O, queen! O, mother! 
n uready, dare aſſume a right 
' call o by that dear, that awful name; 
nk nothi "8 that may mſbecome you glory, 
look nz tut may mix contempt with mine. 
leave you fo the care of Heav'n ; and die, 
Lexi nie to the ti rants [Fxeurt Eum. and Erox. 
; Mer. Flv, foil: , Euricles; held thy kind eye 
'14t0th.s tyrant's motions. Fain would I dream, | 
He hreatens bub La fiight nic. 
Eris W:.'ing hope 5 
ers to egeite you, Too, too ſure, 
"Hip darpeig! Ev'a by nature, ſtern and bloody: 
H mw 'c, when power and ſaſcty prompt his 
ele! f Exit Euricles,” 
4”, Find ti.y good father; haſte, Iſmene, call 
m. . 
em, gittre(s grows headſtrong, and my ſoul 
33 tor want of counſel, 
wn { % What a blindneſs 
„nit of human grandeur ! Give me, gods 
Vettaze, agd concealment, Save whe queen 3 


Fun, 
1 


$: 0 
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And, from the curſe of courts, remotely place 


| me.” [ Exit Iſmene. 
Mer. | Alone.) No, there is none; no ruler of 
the ſtars, 


Regardful of my miſeries. 
O, my belov'd ſon! m; eyes have loſt thee, ever. 
© I ſhall no more ſnatch comfort from thy hopes, 
© Or wondrr at thy ſweetneſs.” 
Why have the deities permitted this ? 
| Why have they ſported with a mortal's mind, 
Unpityiag it's diftration ? Seot him to me 
From a far diſtanr land? Sent him, for what? 
To glut the murd'rer's ſword, who kill'd bis father, 
Yet, you are jufts ye gods! Amazing darkneſs 
Dwells o'er th' eternal will, and hides all cauſe. 
I muſt not dare to tax Almighty power, 
| For what I ſuffer from it. Let it but pay me- 
With that cury's tyrant's puniſhment attain'd ; 

Let me but fee myſelf depriv'd of him; ; 
| See him expell's, from light, from earth, from name, 
Deep, as the chearleſs voids below can plunge him! 
And I will kneel | Knecling.] a wretch, and thank 

your juſtice, 
Enter Iſmene and Narbas. 
Nar. O, queen! auguſt in woes! what wrongs 
1 yours 


A at Yes, Narbas, I have ſacriſic d 


Have 1 bim up, to death ; have, madly, ound 


him 
--- What mother, who beheld her ſon, as I did, 
Doom'd and endanger'd, cou'd have, then, kept 
ſiience ? 

Nar. Gen'rous your purpoſe ! gloriouſly Fou err'd; 
And fell, but trom a height 'twas fame to reach, 
Dry up your tears, and ſummon ail your ſoul ; 
Time preſſes ; ; and a moment loſt, is fate, 

[Sloars beard. 

Iſm. [ Looking cit ] Uproar, and cries without, in 

rifing wilterneſs, 
Heard from the city, reach the palace walls; 
Sure ſign of new confuſion ! 4 

Nar. I ſaw the tyrant meet the expecting prieſts; 
Attended, net in Hymeneal robes, 

But veſtments ſuch as ſacrifice demands, 
And pomp of bloody rites at dreadful altars. 
To theſe, his hand conſign'd the victim, led, 
And deat*ning ſhouts receiv'd him. From the train 
Of prieſtly horrors, this way mov'l their chiefs ; 
Follow'd by loud, licentious, buris of joy. 
Amid th' enormous ſwell of whoſe coarſe roar, 
All 1 diſtinctly hcard was, Poliphontes, 
Mer. Where are my guards, arm'd for my 
vengeance ? Call 'em, | 
Enter Three Prieſts. 
Mer. What, are ye here already ?-----Out of my 
ſight, 
| Ye ſanQity'd deceits ! you! whoſe bold arts 
Rule rulers | and compel even kings, to awe ! 


Be gone, fly, vaniſh---- 
Ve moutlis of mercy | and ye hands of blood! 
| Chief Pr. Sorrows, and wrongs, * prividege 


to rail : 
And Heaven's affronted vot'ries muſt forgive, 
Mer. Cool, in your cruelty ! © Religion's veil 
Ill cloaks rebelſion's licence.” Death was your 
errand ; 
Why talk you of forgivene!s *tis not yours, 
Chief. Pr. Not in geath's og we come; but 
Heaven's, and love's. 
If vows were plighted, twixt the king and you, 


No 2 on carth &:ffolves em. 


| 


I 
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Mer. Falſt, as hell! | 

He knows, Fheard his hated vows with horror, 

Slight, infolence——To. this i!}-founded charge, 

Silence and ſcorn ſhall anſwer, [Turning away» 

. Chief Pr. Gracious ſovercizn ! 

Suſpend vour anger: tis unjuftly raie'd. 

Enlihiten, and cummand u Found too caſy 

In one wrong'd faith, we twice, perhaps, have err'd: 

Alike deceiv'd, in both Unbend that brow : 


And deign to teach our doubt, what name to give 


This ſtranger ; this young captive to the king. 


Mer, Give him the name you dare to mitapply. 
Call him your kirgg—my fon—my loſt Eumenes. 
Chief Pr. Hear that, proplictic foul ! high heaven! 
U tremble, 
In dread, this great diſcovery comes too late, 
The ſhouting people crowd the waiting altar: 


And, erring in their zeal, miſ-hail the day. 


What can be, ſhall be try'd, to crofs his doom. 
They ſhall be taught, with bold, adventrous ſpeed, 
To fave their ſovercign's right ; And, hence, raſh 
queen, f 
Learn due repentance; and no more, let looſe 
The rage of wrongs, againſt the tongues of gods, 
[ Exennt Prieſts, 
Mer, This ſolemn ſharpneſs of deſerv'd reproach, 
Struck my too conſcious guilt, with infelt awe ! 
J have been warm, too ſoon; and juſt, too late. 
. What, tho" religion's guardians taint ber tide ! 
Pure is the fountain, tho" the flream flowvs aide : 
7 oft her erring guides ber cauſe betray 3 
Yer, rage grows impizus, when it bars her way. 


| [Exeunt, 
CY OE 
1 


V. 
N k. 


a Priſm. 
Eater Eumenes, Natbas, ard Euricles. 


HINK, think upon your danger: fly, 
lov'd father! 
Fly from the tu rant's power, and leave me to my fate. 
ar. All ſenſe of my own danger loſt, in yours, 
I threw myſelf, regardleſs, at his feet. | 
Full of the fatal ſubject, I began, 
Uncautious in my tranſport. Starting conſcience 
Fled from the face of truth. He ſhun'd to hear, 
Broke ſhort, reply*d*twas well: gave me permiſiion; 
Nay, full of ſeeming zeal, injoin'd my coming 
Bad me go pay my laſt ſhort debt, of counſel ; 
And try to bend your heart to meet his will. 
Euri, He added, that his queen he call'd her his? 
1 bluſh to name her ſuch : but ſo, he charg'd me. 
Since ſhe, he ſaid, in pity but for you, ; 
Yields a reluctant hand, to cloſe with his, 


Zum. 


Tis time, her ſon, whoſe life ſhe holds fo dear, 


Aids his own mt'reft, and confirms her ſafety, 

—"The reſt, he paus'd and thought; but held it in, 

Frown'd a diſdainful nod---and bad us leave him, 
Eum. Slowly awaking, from my dream of wonders, 

I ſeem re- born, to ſome new world, unknown 

Where every thing, I meet with, ſhocks my ſoul, 

© ---You talk of dying, whilſt I, yet, half doubt, 

4 Whether, exiſting now, I really live!“ 

If I am, truly, the Joſt wretch I ſeem ; 

If in Mycene now inclos'd, I find 

Queen Merope, my mother---king Creſphontes, 

My father, murder'd---his fear'd murd'rer crown'd, 

With his ſtol'n diadem; and, in it, daring 

Offer his widow'd queen a hand, ſtain'd, t:ightful, 

In her firſt huſband's blood —— All this, to me 


SS ©: E 
Von manſtons of the gods, who govern man 
Incredible! aſtoniſhing! and horrid! 
Euri. Tis horrible, indeed! tou dark for thought? 
{---Bur, — line wants depth to ſound heaven's 

will. 

Nur. Deign, my devoted prince! my king! mv ſon! 
Suffer me, ſtill, to uſe that long-lov'd name 
Deign but---to l:ve----Time, chance, and fortune's 

changes, | 
May vindicate your glory---Since the tyrant 


. ; Fempts to betray---reward him, with his own, 


Deceive deceivers, and dectit grows virtue, 
Eum. Thie, in thy Foreſts, Elis! had 1 heard, 
Even there, I thou'd have bluſh'd to hear, from 
Narbas ! a 
But, as I am---No more. | 
{Kind was your motives !---pity ing my diſtreſs, 
Yeu, but, forgot my duty. 
Nur. Happy forts ! 
Wou'd, ye were ours, once more] there peace dwelt 
with us: 
There, ſafety ſlept, upon unguarded hills, 
And every tree's ſoft ſhadow cover'd anguiſh, 
© Eari. Soft! behold ! the tvrant comes!“ 
Enter Poliphontes, ſpeaking ts the foregoing, 
Pol. Retire; and al. Abk. r 
f [ Excunt Euricles and Natbas. 
---And thou, raſh youth!“ 
Whole unexperienc'd years, and gen'rous plainneſs, 
Fill-me with all the pity, due to weakneſs! 
For the laſt time 1 come, to bring thee power, 


Seems, While 1 drink in heaven's fair light, and view 


Leave to my toil, to ſmooth thy future paths; 


| And root out faction's thorns, which trouble empire, 


When I am dead---as age admits ſhort flay=-- 
Thau, and my Merope, will reign at eaie; 
And thank my painſul cares, and love my memory, 
- Why art thou dunth ?----Pauſe on---L cad thee, 
| rightly, 
Thou haft, I know, a kind of ſtubborn pride, 
Call'd courage---and miftak'f it, for a virtue, 
— Tis virtue, when preſumption drives it not, 
But ſuffers thought to guide it, 
Eun. Guiding thought 
Has held me patient, long--- Now, anſwer me. 
Am I Mycene's monarch ? | | 
Puli. For thy birth, 
Be it, as truth, or trick, or chance, conclude it; 
It, from ſome low, ſome nameleſꝭ Rock, deri cd, 
Be humble, and a4lvis'd---and rife to greatneſs. 
Uf happier offspring caſt thee for a king, 
Make thyſelt worthy, of the crown I mean thee. 
| ---"Tis, but to wait me to the marriaze altar, 
Where love, and Merope, and peace, attend; 
There, to the gods and me, (Mycenc's guardians) 
Swear homage, ard desote thy faithful ſword. 
That done, fport>, joye, and ſafety, crown thy youth! 
And, in thy tiper veats, expect the dladem. 
. Determine—- ' 
Eum, Tis determined, 
Peli. Tell me how? | 
Eun, Why am I left unfree to chuſe yet prefs'd 
To tell thee my deciſion? - -The compell'd 
To yield, diſgrace conſent; and make faith doubtful, 
---]l am a captive. He, who holds not freedom, 
Has not his will his own; and chuſes nothing. 
Poli. Fierce, amid miſery ! thou, at once, att brave, 
| And inſolent, and wretched !--- but beware, 
| Nor truft, too far, my pity of thy poorneis. 
J give thee, vet, ſome moments, to refolver 
I go, before thee: but, my guards attend, 
To bring thee to the altar. Come, determin'd 
Jo fwear------and hope my crowns 
fon ; 
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br cke, a flare un-own'd, and loſe thy name. 
{ Is going. 
Fuir, {Calling after him.] Thou goeſt then? 
Pl, [Srapping.j To expect thee, 
Lan. I will come. 
„with me (tremble to be told it) comes 
Th. 4, that rais'd my race to root out tyrants, 
G1 hay] the throne thou mol'ſt no more be thine ; 
nor and penitence ſhall pale theſe eyes, 
Wit daring infolence now frown on virtue. 
tende and inſult, then, ſhall quit thy voice, 
kud ,roaning anzuith grind it. What the gods 
Refrain my hand from reaching, happier ſons | 
0f my, immortal fire ſhall riſe, to execute; 
And kurt thee from a power, that hurts mankind. 


\ 


bil. Here, Natbas ! Euiigles !---You may return; | See, if I dear a 
That poorly pants, for a baſe hour of life 
And let a woman's blood out-dare a king's. Going. 


Enter Nathas ard Euticles. 
ee him to your leſons. Too, too deeply, 
Fe ſecle their paſt impreſſion, 
(r vour cxacted heads ſhall anſwer to me, 
Fur every well-known help ] owe your hatred. 
Narhas ! Thy age, I think, might beſt be truſted, 
ko: 1.7ce lays his dangers open to thee, 
cu, as thou lov'ſt, adviſe him.--- Whether born 
Tie ſon of Merope, or thine, no matter, 
wut adapt him mine or death demands him. 
Exit Poliphontes. 
„ Where did this ill-inſtructed tyrant learn 
threaten, for perſuaſion -I ſuſpect, 
goes not ſeem ta doubt, but doulfts indeed, 
de no blood of Rercules.---He's gone: 
e call's me, to his aitar.---Let vs follow, 
Mer, Stay,---- Whither wou'd ſuch fatal raſhneſs 
lead you ? 
ri. The queen has friends; 
to) few, 
Wo dare defend her cauſe. Give us but time 
"weich, and to reſolve, and theſe ſhall aid you. 
Ew, No,---In an hour fo black, fo dire as this, 
is but my own heart, and Heaven, to aid me. 
. muſt fall, 1 will.---1 go---to try 
ut god torſakes the friendleſs 
[Going cut, mects Merope and Iſmene. 
Mer, Stay, my fon--=-- : 
| vſurper ſends me to thee.---Reft, unheard, 
and: but my own requires thy ear, 
perhaps, been told thee, that the woman 
quers the queen. 
Let no light credit of a git fo ſhameful 
wt te daughter, mother, wife ah, me ! 
fa king. Vet, Imuſtgo; 
anche altar lend my trembling hand; 
em O, Heaven 
e. O, Madam! ſo, to ſeem, 
no to be. Can ſolemn vows, at altars, 
de toom for art's evaſions ? © See me, ſooner, 
dig the {potted ſtone with guſhing blood, 
zn, torn breaſt th' unſeeming ſacrifice. 
M, So look'd, fo ſpoke ſo, ſometimes, 
don d, Creſphonres. 
„ "thy godlike father, copy too, 
, mhdence, he lent me. He had ſcorn'd 
eme, for a moment, leſs than Merope, 
"0s I 1 was guilty—think.'—— 
No mote— Time prefies j——— 
eſolving will, and curb thy own, 
i of thy throne no ſooner Joins 
4 ſuppos'd conſent, than, at the altar, 
in all the pomp of prieſtly witneſs, 
e !-om thy chains---and, from that hour, 
; | uiceiion, thine 
as "rx, at what price comes gmpire, bought 


r 
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howe'er too weak, 


ct 


Teach bim better: 


Rather than ſee you wed this-<as 


{Know you his voice? Are you aqueen ? 


} 


| 
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Mer. Raſh, again 
Bounu, by an oath, ſo witneſs'd by the gods, 
And all Mvcene's priefts----and all her peers---- 
He dares not break it; and thou liv'ft to reigns. - 


| —For me, who have, thenceforth, no call tor life, 
1 teek thy father, in the glooms, below, 


Eum, -----No more. | 

It ſhall not be.---Sce ! my repn ſoul 

Shrinks from the abhorr'd conception, The felt 
god, 

The god, glows in me: ſwells, apainſt controul; 

And every ipringy nerve is active fire ! 

Come on, friends! tather | mother !-----truſt my 
firmneſs, 

heart, that brooks this wrong: 


Mer. Oh it ay : return. -C: nop him. 
Euri. Sir! 
Nar. Prince! 
Mer. Son! 
Eum. [ Returuiug.] L. ook ont : ſee yonder; view 
my father's tomb. | 
Come, liften---- 
| hear him--- Hark !---my king, my father calls! 
Mer. Methinks the god i x 
He talk'd of, ſwells, indeed, his widening foul ; 
Li'ts him above himſelt----above mankind. ; 
Eum. Come---lct me lead you to the altar's foot, 
There hear, there fee-----there dwell: th' eternal's 
eye! 
Mer. Ah! what is thy deſign? 
Eum. Jo die to live, 
Friends !---in this warm embrace, divide my ſoul. 
[To Nerbas, evts prefſes him tenderly, 
---- Weep not, mv Narbas, 
No bluſh, tor deeds unworthy your instructions, 
Shall ſtain remembrance of the care I coit you, 
Stay thon, that this good lord returning from me, 
| May find thee, a im, art a ripening hope 
Whereon your cquncil may direct and (ive. 
On to the work of fate it calls me hence 
I hear it, and obey, 
| [Exir. Kum. Mer. d kuf. 
Nar, Awiy---I wou'd not fee thee thare my ler- 
row, 
Iſm. Oh! 'twere too poor a wiſh. Heaven 
knows, I ſeek 


| No ſhare----1 long for power, to bear it ll. | 


Nar. Thou art too good, for courts-----<whete 
ruin preys 
On innocence; and nought but guile is fafe, 
--- What are thy thoughts of this left prince's viz- 
tyes ? | 
Iſm. I am unſkill'q in men: and, mA, in kings. 
But, ſure ! if ever beauty dwelt in form, 
Courage in gentleneſs, or truth in grandeur, 
All thoſe adorn'd perfections mest in him. 
Nur. Vet, fee | how Heaven, that gave him all 
theſes claims, 
Forzets em, and refigns him.---Let that teach thee, 
When, ſoun, $5 won they will, thy fplendors fall, 
Thou lfeft nothing, but 2 right to woes, 
Iſm. Shou'd the queens 
Beſt of her lex ! 
Leave this loud ſtage of pain,*and reſt in death, 
Oh! teach my willing feet to find ſome gloom, 
Darle, as my proſpects, deep inclos'd, for ſafety 3 
And filent, as the brow of midnight ſleep ! 
Nar. Yes, we will go, my ſwcet Iimene, go, 


Where ſorrow's ſharpell gye flighi fail to find us. 


———— —— . 


Where we may mix with men, who ne'er decei d; 
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And women, born to be, the charms they loo. 
----There-is a place, which my Eumenes lov'd, 
Till youth's fond hope of glory daſh'd his peace; 
Where nature, plainly noble, knows no pomp z 
And virtue moves no envy ; [ Shouts, 
----Hark ! That cry , | 

Bodes horror----'tis the ſignal of ſome fate. 

—-Liſten, again---- { Shouts. 
Iſm. Again I hear, and tremble. | 

Who knows, but, now, the queen's too direful deed 

Has ended all her mis'ries !---- 

Nor. Ne more theſe eyes ſhall find thee, fated 
king ! : 

Cre ſphontes, and his race, are, all, no more, 
Ifm. ¶ At a <virdoww,} Hence, trom the temple, 

to the palace gate, 

The fcatt'ring crowd runs, wide, a thouſand ways: 

All buſied, without view--- All driven by terror | 
| Enter Euricles, blocdy. | 
Nar. Breathleſs and bleeding, ſec who comes !--- 
O, Euricles ! | 
Euri. Scarce had I ſtrength, wedg'd in by croſſing 
. crowds, | 
To ſtem yon breathing torrent Give me reſt. | 
Naur. Eumenes---does he live? 

Frri. He is---the ton centeſs'd of Grecian gods. 
Nar. What has he ſuffer'd ? | | 
Guri. Nothing---but, has done---- 

Beyond exainple's boaſt.---O ſuch a deed ! 

So terrible! fo juſt !---ſo fill'd with wonders ! 

That half Alcides' labours, ſcarce were more. 
Nar. And ſhall he be a king? Eg 

 Furi. He is. | 
Nar. And Merope, 

Great mirror of affliction ! lives ſhe, too? 

How was it ?---ſay---mv joys will grow too ſtrong ? 
Euri, The altar, fircw'd wich flow'rs, was ready 

dre ſs'd, * | 

The ſmoking incenſe roſe, in fragrant curls, 

And Hymen's lambent torches flam't, ſerene 3 

Sifence, and expectation's dreadtful ſlillneſs, 

Doubled the felemn horror cf the ſcene! 

--- There, Poliphontes Hood; and, at his fide, 

Dumb as a deftin'd +itimy tiood the queen.“ 

Our prince's ſummon'd hand had tovch'd the altar: 

Tis eve tought Heavea---a5 if prepat d to ſwear. | 

The tyrant ſmil'd :---when ſtraight, the prieſt look'd 

pale 3 
The lights extinguiſh'd---3nd the temple's roof, 
Shook by deſcending thunder, ſecm'd to dow! 
The pod ! the god! the reverend ſtarter cry'd, 
Forbids thefe baneſu] nyptials.----Yes; I hear him, 
The dreadful prince reviv'd ; and, at that word, 
Leapt, from the altar, tothe tviant's breaſt--- 
And plung'd the ſacre axe of {acrifice, 

Sygatch'd like a lightning's flaſh ! and reach'd his 
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---He fell---and o'er him, while with pendant eye 
Th” indignant hero hung with arm new-rais'd, 
Baie from behind, pate Erox pierc'd his fide. 
»--Red, in his mingled blood, and rifing anger, | 
He heard the crowa's protective cry---turn'd ſhort, 
And buried in his brow the rapid Neel. | 
Then, to the altar's height ſublimely fprung, 

too, monarch, all-conteiis d; and way d The throng. 


— . N 


1 
Dome, let me guide you to this work of 
Hatte, and partake it---fly--- _ —_ 
Naur. O happy day-+- [Eren 
| S C E N E, che Temple of Hymen 
Eumenes diſcever'd en the aliar, with the axe s 
erifice in bis band. Merope hxeeling, Prieſts, 
terdants, and Qrards. |'Trumpert ard ſPruts hear 
Mer. Now, now, ye 27 my pray'rs are hea 
A lond clo t 
Eum, H-+rk ! Madam, Heav'n 3 — 
tentive gods 
Hear hearts, and make voice neadleſe— . Dgy 
© not then 
© They are the good mind's gnardians--- My d 
© liverance 
© Proves bow they lov'd your virtue :* in your ſafe 
I tee! thy bleſling pertect---may 1 live, 
In deeds, nut words, to thank the good they gave, 
Mer. Deeds, words, and thoughts are theirs-. 
Hleay'a claims us all, - i 
Eum. [Te the x. Hear me, my peop 
© tate your king, and with him, 
© Heayvn's deft gift, your liberty 
monarchs 
© Place greatneſs in cpprefion : let my throne 
* Find ſafety, but in ſavinRg- | 
* Pride is too apt to harden profp*rons pow'r 
© But he, whoſe youth is chaſten'd by difireſs, 
© Makes ſubjects happy, and himſelf ador'd.” 
Enter Narvas, Euricies ; d limene, All-peaki 


havghti 


bneeling, | 
Hail! and be ever bleis d, O king! O queen! 
er. Riſe and lament no more, ye hay 


friends 
Of virtue, and of Heaven !---fee ! what the g 
Have done---to ſhame ſuſpicion, into faith 1 
Oh! never let the innocent deſpair: 
The hand, that made, can ſave; and beſt kn 
. when. 7. Eumen 
— Son of Alcides !---for, what heart, but his, 
Nouriſh'd in miſery ! by wants obſtructed! 
E'er ſprung, like thine, at yourh's firſt ſhoot, 
giory ? 3 
Trod on a tyrant, and redeem'd a people ? 
Kum. Tis but the low, the laſt, the lighteſtd 
Of a king's hand, to dare. Tis his, to ſave; 
To think, to hear, to labour, to ditcern, 
To form to remedy---to be- but one: 
Yet, act, and love, and fear, and feel---for all. 
—O Madam! 1am yours, midſt all theſe claim 
Be thoſe my glory's, this my duty's care, 
To add my royal tather's love to mine: 
And, wichi a doubled reverence, ſeek your com 
---Narbaz! what power can language lend m 
To paint the joy, thy ſenſe of pleaſure gives me 
Thou fource, and fou!, and author, of my vit 
Suſpend we thoughts, thus tender. Let us, 10 
Summon Mycene's chiefs, and calm her people. 
| $55.50 {Je Me 
Come, Madam] be auh reigns, but clambs ts 
Tho" ſafe his throne, be finds to ſefinejs there. 
| Dangers, and doubts, and toils, each mument ) 
Ilang on bis bufinejs, ang perpicx bis eaſes = 
Bright but by p«mp of woe, kings ſhine in ain 
EN for anguiſh, end edorn'd for 4 ', 


